obsession, as though I were shut up with a savage, snarling
rat.5

* Don't go home/ urged Michaud,  * Come and stay with
us. It will be less depressing for you, and I shall feel easier
in my mind/

* Thank you, but it's impossible.  I must go and find my
wife.   Poor old hag, she doesn't have a happy life either.
She needs me so as to be able to hurl insults in my face, to
curse me for having bullied the boy and driven him into
crime.   She will also tell me that I have ruined her stage
career. All the same, I think she'll be too shattered to make
much fuss.   In time of war, a disaster which is outside the
war, and has no national significance, is a trifle discreditable.
Ours is doubly so.   But I'm talking nonsense, and there's
work to do/

Lolivier tried to make a start, but sudden attacks of
absentmindedness and lapses of memory prevented him
from getting anything done. Sometimes he would stop in
the middle of a gesture, and holding his breath, stare at the
inkpot or the blotting-pad. To take his mind off his troubles,
Michaud told him about the late Solange episode. Lolivier
burst into maniacal laughter, and forget his nightmare for
a few minutes. He was still laughing when Eusebe came in
to announce Madame Lebon.

Lina was wearing the same garments as on her last visit,
but her pinched little face was transfigured with joy. She
kissed Michaud, leaving dabs of rouge on both his cheeks,
and dropped an affectionate tap on Lolivier's pink cranium.
Her gaiety burst forth in her shrill, high-pitched intonations.

6 If you knew, my dears, how happy I am! I have so
great a joy that I cannot tell it. You will never guess what
has happened to me.'

6 Are you going to be married, Lina ? '

* Oh no, Pierre, you are stupid. Me, a poor little Jewess,
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